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was none other than her mother's faithful maid, Ukon!
For years past it had been the one comfort of the solitary
and grief-stricken old lady's existence to make this pil-
grimage, and Genji had always assisted her to do so with
as much comfort as possible. So familiar was the journey
that it no longer seemed to her in any way formidable;
but having come on foot she was quite ready for a rest,
and immediately lay down upon the nearest couch. Beside
her was a thin partition of plaited reeds. Behind it she
could hear people moving about, and presently some one
entered who seemed to be carrying a tray of food. Then
she heard a man's voice saying: ' Please take this to my
Lady. Tell her I am very sorry it is so badly served;
but I have done the best I can/ From the tone in which
he spoke it was evident that the lady to whom these apolo-
gies were to be conveyed was a person far above him in
social position. Ukon's curiosity was aroused. She peeped
through a crack in the partition, and at once had the
impression that she had seen the young man before.
Who could it be ? She racked her brains, but could
not imagine. It would indeed have been strange had
she been able to identify Bugo no Suke, who was a
mere child when she last saw him, while now he was
a full-grown man, much bronzed from exposure to the
sun and winds of Tsukushi, and dressed in the poorest
clothes* * Sanjo, my Lady is asking for you.' So Bugo
no Suke now cried, and to her astonishment Ukon saw that
the old woman who answered to this name was also certainly
some one whom she had once known. But here there could
be no mistake. This Sanjo was the one who had been in
service with Ukon in Yugao's house, and had afterwards
(like Ukon herself) been one of the few servants whom
Yfigao took with her to the house in the Fifth Ward. It
seemed like a dream. Who was the Lady whom they were